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Summary: You shall never walk alone in the darkness or the nightmares 
will get you. That's what is told in a Village far, far in the north, 
buried under snow and ice. In its case the nightmares weren't just 
bad dreams but big and bloody werewolves. They stray through the 
streets at full moon, searching for victims. But there was the 
mayor's son. He wasn't afraid. It would have been 
betteraC | 


Howling with Wolves 

You shall never walk alone in the darkness or the nightmares will get 
you. That's what is told in a Village far, far in the north, buried 
under snow and ice. In its case the nightmares weren't just bad 
dreams but big and bloody werewolves. They stray through the streets 
at full moon, searching for victims. They kill and eat the villagers 
who are afraid since decades even though no one had been killed since 
over 20 years. But there was the mayor's son. He wasn't afraid. No. 
Not one single bit. But it would have been betteraC! 

"Where do you think you are going?!" Jack flinched. "Noa€ | where?" 

His Father sighed. "You don't want to go outside, do you? It is full 
moon tonight and you know what this means." The boy sighed deeply. 

"No one has seen one for over 20 years! Maybe they aren't even there 
anymore!" His Father shook his head. "No. Just go and bring this to 
the smith and _then_ you come _directly_ back _before_ the sun sets!" 
Jack groaned. "AlrightaC | " 

"Hello?" Jack entered the smith and took a look around. "Hello? I've 
got something to deliver." He walked further inside. It was warm and 
uncomfortable sticky inside. He jumped as he felt a hand on his 
shoulder. He turned around and faced a young man. "You're pretty 
jumpy aren't ya?" He said and raised an eyebrow. "Not trueaC | I just 
didn't expect someone to be here." The man passed him and went to the 
forge. "So? What do you have to deliver?" He grabbed the hammer and 
formed the heated metal. "UhmaC | this here." Jack placed the small 



basket on the table. "What is it?" He asked and Jack looked inside. 
"It's silver." The young smith nearly dropped the hammer and looked 
rather shocked. "Something wrong with it?" Jack asked but the other 
just shook his head. "Noa€ | that's alright. Just do me a favor and 
bring it into the storage place." Jack nodded and placed the basked 
on one of the shelves. "I'm Jack by the way." The other just 
continued his work. "I know. Everyone knows the mayor's son." He 
stopped hammering and looked at Jack. "I'm the ol ' smith's son." Jack 
frowned. "Really? I didn't know that he has a son." The other just 
snorted and went back to work. "If this is all you wanted, then I beg 
you to go. It's getting dark and I am sure you want to be home before 
the full moon rises." Jack huffed. "I'm not afraid." The other 
suddenly burst out laughing. "Believe me boy; you don't wanna be 
outside when they come." Jack rolled his eyes. "No one had seen one 
in over 20 yearsa€ | so why should they of all things appear tonight?" 
The young smith shook his head. "You don't understand. Just because 
you can't see something it doesn't mean it's not there." 

The young smith's words echoed a long time in Jack's ears even during 
the night as he was already lying in bed. He was clearly hiding 
something. Jack turned on his side and looked out of the window. The 
full moon hung high in the sky. Jack sighed again and buried his head 
in his pillow. He was just about to sleep in when he heard strange 
noises from outside. It sounded likea€| claws which clacked on the 
stony street. He hurried over to the window and looked outside. 
Something big and hairy just disappeared around the corner. Jack 
looked wide-eyed down at the street. There were some footprints 
visible in the snow. 

What do they always say? Curiosity kills the cat. 

Jack was breathless. He had followed this creature for now nearly an 
hour through the village. The thick snow on the streets didn't make 
it any better. At least it made it easier to follow the beast. It was 
big and heavy, according to the footprints. It looked like a wolf 
track but so much bigger. Jack was on something big. He knew it. But 
then the tracks were suddenly gone. How could that be? How can such a 
big creature just disappear? Jack took a look around. How? Where? And 
then he heard a growling from behind. He slowly turned around and 
faced the big creature. It bared its teeth and its big eyes hung on 
Jack. He made some steps back but then the wolf lunged at him. Jack 
was able to avoid the attack and took his heels. While he ran through 
the streets suddenly a second and a third werewolf appeared and 
chased after him. He soon noticed that they were chasing him into a 
certain direction. They would chase him out of the village and into 
the woods . But Jack knew the woods and he could probably shake them 
of f . 

He had been right. They just entered the woods. He would just climb 
up a tree and persevere on it for the rest of the night. But Jack 
stopped as two other werewolves appeared in front of him. There were 
now three behind him and two right in front of him. He needed to be 
quick. He turned right and continued running. He soon reached an old 
tree, which he had already climbed endless times. It was easy for him 
to climb it now but he wasn't fast enough. One of the wolves dug his 
teeth into his cloak and tore him down. The air was knocked out of 
his lungs and he just laid wincing and coughing on the snowy ground. 
He knew it. This will be his end and so he just closed his eyes and 
waited for it to come. 



As Jack's eyes fluttered open he saw only darkness. He could feel 
something warm and soft around him. Waita€ | does this warm thing 
breathe? Jack lifted his head and ran his hand over whatever this is. 
It felt like fur and he could actually feel how it breathed. Was this 
one of the werewolves? But why would they bring him here instead of 
killing him? What do they want from him? The beast moved and Jack 
froze in his very movement. "You're awake." Jack frowned. Did he just 
hear a male voice inside his head? "Lay back down. Sleep." Jack did 
so without hesitation. He didn't know why. It just felt likea€| 
instinct. He snuggled up against the warm fur. He could feel the 
creature's head pressing against his side. "You're safe." 

The next time Jack woke it wasn't that dark anymore. He could see 
that he was in a cave and that there really was a big werewolf lying. 
God that beast was as big as a human maybe even bigger. The fur was 
dark brown and he could see green eyes staring at him. This green 
looked somehow familiara€| Jack just stared back. His mind somehow 
couldn't process all this information. "Where am I?" He asked 
quietly. "Safe." Jack blinked a few times. "Who are you?" This one 
here hadn't been one of them who had chased him. "A Friend." Jack 
frowned. "I know that you have many questions and I'll answer every 
single one of them but at first I want to show you 
something . " 

Jack's hand buried deeper into the wolf's fur. He was led through 
several corridors. They were somewhere underground, in some sort of 
cave. Jack didn't know why but he simply trusted this big creature. 

It just felta€ i right. He was led into a big room where some torches 
were fixed on a wall. The walls were full with paintings. "What is 
this here?" He let go of the wolf and stepped closer to the wall. He 
ran his fingers over the painting which came alive as soon as his 
fingertips touched them. He tore his hand back and stared at the 
moving picture. "What do you think it is?" Jack looked back at the 
wolf. "Ia€|" He swallowed heavily. "It's a story right? About the 
werewolves." The wolf lay down on the ground and looked at the human. 
"Am I here because of this?" He sat down in front of the big 
werewolf. "I meana€ you didn't kill me yet soa€ why am I here?" 

Jack looked curious at the big wolf. "You are here because you will 
bring us the golden Age. It's delivered that someone like you will 
bring us there." Jack shook his head. "Why me?" The wolf slipped 
closer and laid his head on Jack's lap. Jack was a little perplexed 
but then he laid his hands on the animal's head and scratched 
absently the area behind his right ear. "Because you are special. You 
can understand us and you don't fear us. You area€ resistant against 
us." Jack chewed on his lower lip. "I don't think I can do thata€ | I 
meana€ how should I, how can I do something like that? I'm not a 
Leader like my Father. I'm not strong or something special. I am just 
me." The big wolf lifted his head and stared down at Jack. "You may 
not see it yet but you will. Now follow me. I want you to meet the 
others . " 


End 
f ile . 



